I'll take it to my own place. If you want anything out of it, you can give me the key, and I will bring it to you. When we have found a safer hiding-place than this for you, it will be time enough to take your trunk there. In that way it will have made one trip less, and I defy anybody to trace its itinerary afterwards. Come on. We're wasting time.... Shall I take my parcel with me ? "
The other hesitated. Then he made a helpless little gesture with his hands and burst out :
" Listen. I'll have to tell you something. I've played you a dirty trick. Yes, I have - after all you've done for me. It's true, of course, that I felt I couldn't be sure of you. As a matter of fact, I suspected you. But all the same . . ."
Now that he was looking at the parcel more closely, Quinette noticed that it had changed its shape since morning. It was bigger. There were bulges in the paper. The string had lost its symmetry.
" You've opened it ? ... You've put something else into it ? "
The man maintained his pitiable look of contrition. Quinette put the parcel on the chair where he had been sitting and untied it.
" What will you think of me ? "
Quinette opened the parcel. On top of the books was a folded jacket —the one the man had been wearing that morning - and when he unfolded it, he found the bloodstained handkerchief inside.
Quinette said nothing for a moment. He bit his lip and gazed at the other contemplatively out of his little, deep-set bkck eyes. Then he asked :
" Why did you do that ? "
" I don't know.   I swear to you I don't know."
" You were going to give the parcel back to me. What did you hope would happen afterwards ? "
** H was just a nasty trick - a bad joke, you might call it."
** You wanted your revenge on me, did you ? "
" No. At least, I was certainly pretty furious about your forcing me to see you again; but I didn't want to do you

